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I’ve never been to a country that ever welcomed the poor
Or spoke about the poor in remotely welcoming terms;
I’ve never met a poor man, woman or child who actually felt

he, she or it belonged enough to a place
to possess a sense of self of their own;

I’ve never known a country that did not depend on the poor
For its existence to an extent

where I imagine cities crumble to dust
If the garbage collectors decide to strike for a month or so;
I imagine humankind goes back to
a pre-civilized state before the dawn of history
If the downtrodden classes took it upon themselves to bear

the pangs of hunger and oppression
Rather than submit to a system of wage-slavery;
There is no greater wage slave than the one who makes money

the goal of his existence
Because he pays a bigger and a more terrible price than the one

who does it for mere survival,
Who is already paying a price for being born into an unequal order;

It might be genetically coded that the children of the poor
will continue to be poor

While the children of the powerful are congenitally destined
to be at the helm of affairs,

86 No. 3 / NOVEMBER 2020



What is coded in the human spirit which transcends genetic limits,
Is a love of freedom and an ability to fight
in the supreme terms of art and revolution;
The spaces that go into making the borders between countries

protected by soldiers recruited from the poor,
Will one day be broken down by those very poor,
Because those borders are lands that separate humanity from itself,
They separate men and women from the consciousness of being themselves;
If the poor do not have a country it is because earth is home,

and in the country where the poor are least welcome
You can be certain that death has the last laugh.
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